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Or do you think they more than once can die,

Whom you deny,
Who tell you of a thousand deaths a day,

Like the old poets feign,                      10

And tell the pain
They met but in the common way ?

Or do you think it is too soon to yield,

And quit the field ?

You are deceived, they yield who first entreat;          15

Once^one may crave for love,

But more would prove
This heart too little, that too great,

Give me then so much love that we may burn

Past all return.                                 20

Who midst your beauty's flames and spirit lives,
So great a light must find

As to be blind
To all but what their fire gives.

Then give me so much love, as in one point              25

Fix'd and conjoint,

May make us equal in our flames arise,
As we shall never start

Until we dart
Lightning upon the envious eyes.            30

Then give me so much love that we may move

Like stars of love,

And glad and happy times to lovers bring;
While glorious in one sphere

We still appear,                                35

And keep an everlasting Spring.
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MUST I then see, alas! eternal night
Sitting upon those fairest eyes,
And closing all those beams, which once did rise

So radiant and bright
That light and heat in them to us did prove

Knowledge and love?